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" What are you thinking, laddie ? "

"As I get older shall I go on being as happy and
excited about things ? "

" So long as your soul is innocent you will/'

Altounyan left me at the King David Hotel where I
was meeting Albert Hourani for a drink. Three years
had increased his modesty and authority. We were
raising our glasses in a toast to our reunion when a
loud explosion shook the building. However, I knew
that a new road was being blasted close to Altounyan's
house. So now I smiled knowingly at Albert.

"Blasting," I said.

He gave me a look of polite disbelief. At that
moment there was a second and much louder explosion,
and the curtains by our table were swished into the
room. Then from the hotel roof a siren screeched and
wailed piercingly. We rushed into the street. Later
we learned that the purpose of the siren was to keep us
indoors, but no one seemed to know this. A band of
Jews wearing steel helmets and British battledresses had
attacked the C.LD. Headquarters with machine-guns
and mortars. Casualties so far were four Basuto soldiers
on guard duties killed, and six seriously injured, four
Palestine Auxiliary injured, and a British Assistant
District Commissioner and two British constables shot
and killed while pursuing the attackers.

We walked back into the King David. Sitting fast
asleep in an armchair in the lounge was a British officer.
To my joy I discovered it was Edward Henderson.

"I'm on leave/' he said.    "What's all this noise
about? "
Later Altounyan joined us.

" The operation ' Holy Sepulchre ' is completed/' he
said.